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wire fences and guns and dead bodies, we used to
exclaim with horror : " Ooh.   War ! "
Yet that was all we saw of the war. It might just
as well have been waging in another world, for every-
thing that was not quiet and peaceful seemed so far
away. Nothing ever worried us or anybody else
around us, and as I saw our smart women hustle into
carriages and drive to the Ladies' Gymkhana, I felt
very proud that our women were doing their bit by
making garments for the Red Cross and the wounded,
even though every stitch was intercepted by a sand-
wich and a little piece of cake, and gossip which was
always damning. These are among the earliest
recollections. Vague and dusty now, they are
difficult to shake away.
But nothing important would ever happen. The
routine of the day was, for the men their office,
followed in the evening with a visit to the club and
dinner either at home or with friends. The women
spent their mornings shopping at large English
stores, when they dressed with particular care, for
this was regarded somewhat as a social function. If
they went into the bazaar, good clothes were seldom
worn for fear of contamination, even though they
never stepped out of their carriages or their cars and
always waited for the owner of the shop to bring
out his wares.
At   lunch   the   topic   of   conversation   was   the
morning's shopping, the bargains each had picked